Siam
The involuntary hospitality of the god lasts
for a considerable time, and there is in it some-
thing inexpressibly mournful in the mystery of
the forest twilight, at the fading of the day.
When, at length, the deluge abates, it is time
to take our departure if we wish to avoid
being overtaken by the night in the forest
But we have almost reached Bayon, the
most ancient of the sanctuaries of Angkor,
celebrated for its quadruple - visaged towers.
Through the semi-obscurity of the forest trees
we can see it from where we stand, looking
like a chaotic heap of rocks. We decide to
take the risk and go to see it
Through an inextricable tangle of dripping
brambles and creepers, we have to beat our
way with sticks in order to reach the temple.
The forest entwines it strictly on every side,
chokes it, crushes it; and to complete the
destruction, immense "fig-trees" are installed
there everywhere, up to the very summit of
its towers, which serve them as a kind of
pedestal Here are the doors; roots, like aged
beards, drape them with a thousand fringes;
at this hour when it is already growing late,
in the obscurity which descends from the trees
and the rain-charged sky, they are deep, dark